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would be possible for us to keep our engagement.
So next morning we left Kendal early. On our way
we passed the old Furness Abbey. One sadly missed
that fine desolation, that noble unsightliness, that
touch of past grandeur and present neglect one loves
to associate with all historic ruins. All was spick
and span and in its proper place. The walls looked
as if they were scraped and cleaned but yesterday;
the walks were swept and scrupulously tidy; and
there were the rhododendron bushes looking all
fresh and flowering and in their appropriate places
for the gaping American tourists. Were it not for
the disappearance of the roof and a few broken arches
one would have hardly suspected that one was look-
ing at a ruin at all. The train soon made its way
through bushes of gorgeously-tinted rhododendrons
all growing wild and in perfect bloom. In fact, all
along the track I found wild flowers growing in
patches of rank profusion right up to Coniston. On
alighting at Coniston, I went to the station-master
and was ihquiring of him how we could get to Mrs.
Severn's when I felt a light touch on my arm and
on turning round I found " Mother " by the side
of a lady advanced in years but with a face so
radiantly fresh and so instantaneously taking and
there was such undefinable charm about her voice
and all her little ways that I had not been introduced
to her many minutes when I felt how very true
Ruskin was when he said of her that " everybody
felt the guileless and melodious sweetness of Joanie's
face." We left the platform to find a well-appointed
carriage and pair awaiting us at the entrance. No